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	Loss of Hope

_The idea for this story came about a while ago but today, on a whim, I decided to sit down & write it. Please know that there may be grammar mistakes as I often do no take the time to re-read what I have written (I am lazy). _

_Please let me know what you think; I have a plan for the next chapters, but have no idea how long this story will be. I don't expect too long as I often time have trouble extending my stories... (any tips on this would be great!). _

_Of course, I do not own CtM of it's characters. _

xoxo

Shelagh looked down at the letter in her hands. Pregnant. The letter wasn't for another woman in Poplar but for herself. Her shaking hands gently placed down the white paper and exchanged it for her up of tea. She couldn't wrap her head around it. She knew it was a long shot when she sent in the sample. So much of a long shot that she hadn't even mentioned it to Patrick, just sneaked it in the box with the rest of them. To be honest she didn't think that it would come back positive but the symptoms she had been experiencing in the last few weeks were familiar to her from her long history of midwifery and had done it on a whim. She slowly sipped her tea and realized that it had gone cold.

She got up to wash the dishes for the sole purpose of having something to do with her hands to keep them from shaking. Her nervousness had tripled during her thought process. She dipped her hands in the warm suds and began scrubbing. Her mind however continued to wander. She wasn't nervous at the prospect of becoming a mother again… she was used to that. She had become a mother to Timothy almost two years ago, and then about a year later they had adopted Angela. Her family had developed a comfortable routine, which although busy made everyone happy. She was used to motherhood and was confident their family could handle another baby. What she was not used to or familiar with was her own pregnancy. She had read about issues that many pregnant women had after recovering from TB. And although they seemed relatively healthy; their organs remained scarred and damaged from the disease. The doctors had told her it would be unlikely she could conceive because of the damage and now that she had miraculously conceived, how was a baby supposed to grow normally in a damaged womb.

She knew she should call Patrick or even Sister Julienne, but for a moment she needed to be the only one who knew, the only one with this information. If she told someone her pregnancy became real, and if it became real then all the risks and dangers of this pregnancy would surround and encompass her life. For a moment, she needed to live in a world where this pregnancy would result in a healthy little miracle.

Her thoughts were interrupted with a bang of the back door. Wiping her hands on the dish towel which rested on her shoulder, she quickly rushed to the den where she folded and hid the letter in her apron pocket.

"Mum! Angela needs a bandage," she heard her son yell from the door. Walking towards his voice she saw Timothy holding onto her sniffling daughter.

"What happened?" she asked taking Timothy from his arms. She turned towards the kitchen with Timothy following behind her.

"I was teaching her how to play cricket when she stumbled and fell," he said and she placed Angela on the counter top.

She rinsed a dish towel and began cleaning the scrape.

"Timothy, don't you think Angela is a little young to play cricket?" she asked him.

"No, she had a good handle on it until she tripped over the rock," he explained.

"Well luckily it doesn't look like it will need amputating," she teased as she wiped the drying tears from her daughter's face. "Why don't we wait a few more years until we try cricket again shall we?" she told looking over at Timothy.

Getting a nod from her son, she took her daughter off the counter top and ushered her kids to the den to play.

xoxo

Patrick had come home a few hours later just as she was pulling his favorite casserole out of the oven. Tim was doing his homework and Angela was napping in the den. Her earlier decision had been made resolute over the last few hours. She was determined to keep this to herself for as long as she felt she could. And when it was unavoidable, she would tell Patrick. There were a million different scenarios that could come about from her pregnancy. Ideas of miscarriage, stillborn babies, and even perfectly healthy babies had come into her head as she had been preparing dinner. It was a miracle that she had even conceived; maybe another miracle would occur and she would give birth to a wonderfully healthy baby.

xoxo

Shelagh's eyes were wide open despite the late hour and the calming sound of Patrick's snoring coming from beside her. She should be asleep. Her body needed it after the long hours of the day, but she found that the nights were the only uninterrupted times when she could think about the baby without behind disturbed. It had been almost two weeks since she first read that letter. The same one which was now crumpled up and folded underneath the pillow she rested her head on. Since getting the news and thinking about it constantly, any hope of a healthy child was starting to fade. Instead only worry and doubt of a successful pregnancy plagued her. She had so much stuff going on in her head, she didn't know how much longer she could keep it hidden. She knew Patrick had noticed her odd behavior after she zoned out during conversation, and even some nurses had noticed her absentmindedness during clinic. She rolled over and was greeted with the peaceful face of her husband asleep after a long day. It had taken a few weeks for his sleep to return to normal after the Thalidomide scandal. The two of them had stayed up long hours discussing it and when Patrick was able to fall asleep, his face didn't resemble the one it did now. It showed the guilt that he had so strongly felt after realizing what the drug had done. Would his face return to that once he found out about the baby? She hated the thought of causing him worry but knew she wouldn't have a choice. She had just noticed this morning that her skirts were getting too tight. It was inevitable. She would have to tell him soon and she was dreading it. With this thought a stream of tears which she had been holding back suddenly released and she had to bite her tongue to stop herself from sobbing. A new baby is something that she should be ecstatic to tell her husband about; but instead it would just bring worry.

She sighed, regardless of what it would bring, she needed to tell him. He deserved to know and she hoped that he wouldn't be angry for keeping it from him for so long. She would tell him tomorrow. Tomorrow she would sit him down and explain everything to him, but for now I'll let him have one more night of peaceful sleep.


End file.
